setting some hashish from them. One of them has some in 
his mouth, wrapped in something. He gives it to me; I 
put it in my mouth, then give it to Mark. 

Scene switches to in an auditorium. Mark and I leave 
it via a side door, out into a dimly lit area. We are 
walking along and I hear someone.There is tke idea bhat 
we must hide*from-him, so we go into a nearby closet. it 
has broken beer bottles all over the floor. 

"No, we can't stay here." 

We leave there and head down a hallway. Near the end 
a door apens as we pass. The room inside is covered with 
all kinds of psycadelic posters, and there are two men in- 
Side, one in a pink outfit; and by thier actions, they are 
definately on the queer side. 

The guy in the pink comes out: 

"Hey," he refers to me, "would you like to--" 

"No thanks, goodby!" I say, quiekty departing... 

Then Mark and I are outside running down a long hill. 


# 10b 


I have a toaster. 

I am riding on my toaster. 

I am riding down a nice green hill on my toaster. 

Other people are riding or sliding down with me. At 
the bottom we stop, and I see Jo-Anne Docker. 

Ah-hat Now I'm gonna get you, you beautiful creature’ 
And I start advancing towards her. 

"Nol No! " she retreets back. I persue her amongst the 
picknick tables here and there. 

"Yes! I want you" 

Not Get away!" 

Just like her... always avoiding sex. "Hey whats the 
matter with you? Why don't you ever want any sex?" 

Now she's cornered against a table, "W-Well, what makes 
you think that?" she answers, "How do you know I'm not just 
acting?" 

"Well then..." I grab her and kiss her. 

She kisses back, but it is very strange. Her lips are-- 
undulating! Like waves. And very wet. After I kiss her 
I have a very wet feeling on my mouth. Then I walk up a 
hill with her... 

I semi-awoke, and went over the dream in 
my mind, then fell asleep and dreampt a continuation... 

I had asked Jo-Anne to go somewhere with me, but Bhe de-~ 
clined. Now I'm riding in a car with her mother, who is 
telling me that she never wants to do anything with boys, 
and that I should take another girl instead. Soi iL do. 

I return to Jé-Ann's house to see her. She is sitting 
under 2 table, sad because I didn't take her. 

"Well you didn't want to go, stupid." I say. 

Yah, she's just as irrational as ever.... 


APRIL 13 #107 


I'm walking down towards the Bayshore Inn. When I pass 
a policeman he regards me very suspiciously, for I am 
walking extremely slow and strange. 

Why? 

Because I'm so tired. So tired! I can hardly control 
my actions. I feel as if I'm gonna collapse any second. 

Now I find a car in my way. Instead of going around it 
IT open the door and struggle through it. The cop gives me 
another strange look... 

I finaly make it into the lobby, where I've come to see 
some kind of exhibition(?). Judge Gallagher is at the 
ticket counter. 

Mark Mulholand is there also, and he is now pulling 
Judee by the legs over the counter... 

Well now I've regained my strength, and I'm going in 
with the crowd to see the...whatever. 

We come into a large room. The ceiling is low, and it's 
dimensions I don't know, for it streaches way 6f8 into the 
distance. The floor is littered with stange, shiny, metal- 
ic structures about the sise and shape of small beds. 

These things have the characterictic of inducing a str- 
ong magnetic attraction to humans-- which is what they are 
doing now, The entire crowd is being drawn towards them. 

So here we are, walking atound trying to résist the 
attraction of these things thet are pulling us around all 
over. I sit on one and it lights up with a BLOOP and ejects 
me. 

We struggle along for a while, then I see that there is 
a large wall separating the area we are in from another area 
where people are going. I'm with a couple of fiends; one 
of them a guy I met at Jack'ssparty (who's about 6'5") and 
I suggest that we could go over to that other area. 

"Well, alright." says the big guyrreluctantly, heading 
in that direction. 

"If you don't want to, you don't have to. It isn't 
that important." I say. 

At that he turns back, getting very angry. 

Etransition... 

the same area is now an outdoors setting of a 
forest, and we've stopped because we have reached the end. 
Ahead of us is a large unfinished wall. Rough supports 
and scaffolds. And we know that beyond is another place 
of strange things. 

"Shall we go over and see?" I ask, unsure. 

"T guess so." says the big guy"Get me my axe." 

Under a stump I retrieve a few hatchets and an axe, 
handing him the latter. Now we're prepared to venture for- 
ward. 

-transition... 

Actually I quess this is a separate dream. 

Visualize a gigantic expance of marsh area, about 2ft. 


— 


deep in water. An old spreading oak tree is in the center 
and a group af girls (about 30) are standing near it. 

And where am I? 

I am about 100yards up in the air above them, swinging 
on a vine. Just gliding along about 40 m.p.h., diving in 
at them and swooping away.{ what the vine is attached to 
I have no idea) 

Then I let go and, because of my farting power(?), I 
am able to float safly to the marshy ground. 

The girls observe my actions. 

"Oh, that's Stephen; he can do that.” 

Nothing unusual... 


# 103 


I'm in a classroom with tables instead of desks. The 
teacher is out of the room and we have to read a stary 3s 
an assignment. A girl I know is ¢@ sitting in front of me. 

I'M sick of this. "I don't want to read this fucking, 
stupid junk." I say," Reading this story isi't doing me any 
good at all. I'm already above this level." 

So I just sit flipping the pages. Then the teacher re- 
turns,.and seeing that I am not at the right place in the 
book, proceeds torreprimarid™ me. 

"Oh, the pages just fell over," I tell her,"I was read- 
ing the proper place." She leaves. 

Then I notice the writing on the side board. It isa 
strange language, maybe Hawian. I suddenly get an urge to 
read it. 

I stand up and begin: "0-0-Oasoa hychi mee-oka, ho-iaya 
hokah mokah! See-o-ono nyi-pioah, Anna bono ra--" 

In comes the teacher. I sit down slowly, unconcerned 
about her catching me for disturbing the class. 

"Well young man, you're in trouble! What's the idea--" 
"Oh not" the girl across from me spoke up,"Some of the 
people in the class wanted to hear what the language sound- 

ed “bike, and Stephen was showing us. Isn't that right?" 

In the back of the class people defend me: "Yah, that's 
right, I wanted to hear itt" 

"Me toot" 

"Yah, we wanted to hear..." 

Everyone is defending me; covering up as if it was plan- 
ned... (foiled again teacher.) 


# 109 


This is vague. I'm in sort of a space age place, and 
people are coming in an airlock. There's an idea #there 
that the airlock is a belt, and they come in the buckle-- 
this is too abstract to try and expiain here. 

4 girl comes in, removes her space suit. She has on a 


very sexy outfit. 

I am sitting in a chair, and 1 note that my pants are 
gone. At that point I get the urge... I turn to the bea- 
utiful oriental girl nearmme and tell her: 

"Quick, take off your pants!" 

She does so. Standing, we quickly engaze in sexual in- 
tercourse, and then I sit down thinking: I have just con- 
tributed one half-breed child to the races of humanity. 

Then I overhear a couple of guys at the next table talk- 
ing about how they can get rich by the taking over of a 
certain planet. One of the guys does not believe it possible. 

"No way, what planet could we take over like that?" 

The originator of the idea takes out a pamphlét showing 
the planet and his plan... 

"A-Aha! Now I see; oh man, what a fantastic scemet" 

I don't see the pamphlet, but somehow I get the idea 
that the planet of the intended take-over is EARTH. 

-transition... 

I'm on Earth, in a yacht, at a dock; and the plan 
seems to be going through. There is a man on the dock, so 
I tell the frogman who is emerging near us to get back... 

I seem to be omeof the leaders. 

Then I get out, race towards the man on the warf (which 
is also a parking lot) and punch him... 

Then he's coming back at me again, and two other guys 
in grey suits grab me, shoving a hypodermic into my arm 
which causes me to sink to bhe ground. 

I feel as if I'm in an F.B.I. movie. 

A girl is with me also, whom they are also after. I of- 
fer her a suicide pill, so they won't catch her alive. But 
she refuses it, teying instesd to escape. & couple of grey- 
suits run after her... 

Then, as I sit watching, all my cohorts in this sceme 
are herded out of the yacht. They parade by, hundreds, 
all in strange costums. I see Péter Wolochow pass, wear- 
ing his hair all braifidéd up on his head. Then I see hin 
again, wearing a white wig and an Arab costume. 

Strange dream. 


APRIL 17 #HO 


This is part of a longer dream-- 

I'm at a hocky rink, and a beautiful negro girl walks 
over and grabs me. We sink to the ground; I'm kissing her; 
very realistic. 

"T'1] send you a bill." she says. 

My arms are around her. "Go a little further." she says. 
So I slip my hands down the back of her pants. 

At this point Jeff Claman interupts to ask me the answer 
to a crassword puzzle. I tell him, then continue... 

Her shirt is off, and I'm feeling her breasts intensly, 
squeezing, kissing them. Then I'm about to get down to 
the nitty-gritty--but I wonder, should I do it here, with 
all these people around? 

Oh, what the hell! 

I struggle getting off her pants, then it's very vacue. 
My pants are off and there are a lot of strange mechanizms 
around between her legs, obstructing; strange metal struc- 
tures interfering, preventing me...very vague. 

Later I'm in a room talking to Jeff and Grandpa Fletch- 
er about what I had just done. 

Grandpa comments, "I bet I'd do pretty good myself with 
the--watcha call it--buns. (buns- seems to refer to a very 
sexual object. The comment then, is a dirty one. ) 

"Grandpal" Jeff exclaimed, shocked by the fact that 
old Grandpa had said that. 

"Now remember you kids," he says," you shouldn't talk 
about it the way you have been; it's quite a natural thing" 

"Yes you're right." I agree. 


The dreams of the following two days, April 22 and 
April 24, are quite vague and garbled; too uninteresting 
to spend the usual time on details. Sol will try to 
condense them to the basic content of what occurred. 


APRIL 22 #lll 


Craig, me, and another suy feel as if captive ina 
house, so we go to the front yard and throw messaze-stones 
across the street to the neighbours' house, asking for 
rescue. There I find a beetle, take it inside, and put 
it in a paper cup. It ejects a needle out it's end, cut- 
ting its way out...then it's broken in half as if wooden, 
leaving the abdomen in the cup, from which a larva emerges. 


# UZ 

Dad and I are downtown. Lorne Goldman passes, earrying 
a mechanism. A film editor? I follow him into a store. 
There I see him with his mother. He has short hair, and 
he puts on a wig. 


#3 

Scott has just diagnosed me; I need surgery. It's to 
be done by a doctor I know. I ask him where I need the op- 
eration. In my pants, he says, pointing to my navel... 


APRIL 24 #114 


I'm on a veranda of an apartment, watching some people 
playing ball across the street. The ball is hit into the 
flower-box near me... 

Then I'm outside arguing that the apartment should be 
raised or lowered to prevent balls hitting us. Craig in- 
sists that only the front should be raised. I'm cetting 
mad trying to prove it can't be done..., 

A bunch of people are lined up, whom I am inspecting. 

A man is describing them; "This girl is for kissing." ja 
kiss her. "This one is for her body" I feel her breasts, 
then up ander her skirt..."Not now." she sayS.... 

I'm in the building where I live with a group of ether 
kids. One of the vids (ME?) has done something wrong, so 
we are taking him tothe room upstairs for punishment. He 
must stay there for a long time in the spooky dark. (The 
whole time I'm not sure of my identity; if I'm him or not) 

.eetransition: he's been let out to leave, but there are 
people with cannons and tanks all over trying to get him. 

The idea is that he is 2 reporter(?). There are a lot 
of guys in cowboyhats(which shows they are reporters) run- 
ing around, confusing the generals who are organizing the 
artillery... 


MAE 12 #HIS 


The order is unsure. 

I'm driving down the side-walk in a car. it the side 
I pass a long table at which sits a lot of adults and 
thier kids in formal attire, having a party dinner, The 
adults are doing strange things to bother the kids. One 
man wis putting a block of waad on bis son's head... 

Now I'm in the playroom of our heuse. The same kids 
come in and they want to buy some LSD from a man who is 
here also. They are very yourig, about 5-10 yrs., and they 
are sick of thier parents. They buy $46 warth. 

®ne of the kids gives me a tab-- a crumbly bar about 2 
inches long. I eat part, then hide the rest. 

"Just walk around." someone says. Everyone is doing so. 

I go outside and walk all over the city for about 3 hrs, 
high on the stuff.(ALL VAGUE) Then I'm picked up by a hip- 
py in a van, who I seem to know from part of the dream be- 
fore, but have now forgotten. 

I took the stuff during lunch hour, and now I gotta get 
back to school. 

"J didn't hallucinate," I tell the guy,"just felt dif- 
ferent." Then I see the clock. "Hey! It's 3:45-atready? 

I missed PH.E. and Typing--" 

"Well, you didnt expect to do it all in an hour did you?" 

Then his private phone rings and I answer it. It isa 
call from the leader of a radical group... 


FUG 


I'm entering a room with a bunch of other Buys, all ra- 
ther ugly. It has been arranged for a group of girls to 
meet us here. 

And here they come... 

They file in, and everyone pabrs off. One grabs me and 
pulls me onto the couch. She's beautiful, reminds me of 
Joanne Pagent, a grade 11, who I don't know personally. we 
kiss for a while; then her lips become hard and... she's 
gone! Where is she? 

After a little frustrated waiting she comes in the door, 
and I get her agatn... while holding her my mind goes off 
on a tangent, pondering the possibilities of grabbing her 
breasts or cunt--then I come back to reality;:I slide my 
hand up her skirt and 

now, to my dismay, the dream.ends. 


MAY 19 #NT 


I'm in an unfamiliar neighbourhood. Allarge gnoup of 
older suys, friends of Mark Mulholland, are gathered arou- 
nd, playing a game. I join them. We all go up a hill to 
a house on top...vague... 

We are all gathered in the house, about to play hide-and- 
seek. There is a big guy who will be after us all. 

So what's the bounderies? Mark answeres, describing a 
huge arear="sguare miles... 

"Hey, but I gotta finish in time for dinner." I say. 

"Oh it won't take long," someone says, " because he 
hes to do it nude...” 

Now we are all filling down the hill to hide. 


# US 


I'm goirgto dinner in the cadillac, with our family. 
We stop and get out. I have the momey for my meal. 

Dad comments something Fike: "Fix that ugly head of 
your's..." 

"You are the one with the fucking ugly head!" I yell, 
and walk off up a hill. Behind me he is yelling, demand- 
ing me to come back. But I just keep walking. 

I'm going slowly; it is difficult to walk. 

-..after a while I am at the top, out of sight. I 
pause, thinking: I could return home, gét my stuff, and le- 
ave before they get there. But instead I go back down the 
ks a tL 

Mom and Scott are there. Dad approaches and-- 

Ringgesogorag- 
I slap off the alarm. 
It rang at that exact moment. 


M’ May 21 Aq 


I'm in school, at lunch, at my locker( which is at the 
oposite end of the hall from its position in reality.). 
Jeff Claman's locker is nearby,and he comes over, hand- 

ing me a combination-lock which he owes me, and which I 
need because mine is gone. I put it on my locker, noting 
that it is red and gold, and works poorly. 

All the while I am aware of Francaise Fraser nearby, a 
girl whom I am currently infatuated with. Mark M. is around 
also. 

Then Patti Olson and a guy--her boyfriend?--come by. 

I know him, and we strike up a conversation, walking out.... 

I'm walking up a hill with this guy and another guy 
who joined us, going home for lunch(?). As we go, these 
guys start talking about some __ (a kind of drug) that 
they have at the house we are going to. 

"Do you want some ___?" he asks me. 

"What is it?" 

"Heroin." 

"You shoot?" 

"Yup." 

"T'm ashamed of you." I tell hin. 

"So what's the matter with it?" he says, "I think it's 
great." 

Then I start talking about how I couldn't stand to stick 
a needle in myself, and all that... 

We reach the house, but I decide I dont want to go in. 
Then there is something about him squirting me with a squirt- 
gun--vague... 

-transition... 

now I'm back home with Mark Mulholland, at night. 
Our house is completely different, and we are sneaking in 
quietly because it is late. I'm telling Mark to.wisper. 
We get in the basement, and sit talking for a while. 

Then my Dad comes in-- will he be angry about Mark? (My 
step-father considers Mark, and aliost al! my Prienasy as 
horrible hippies; not alowing them in the house. ) 

No--he's not mad! 

He starts talking to Mark about galf, and the clubs he 
uses. (Mark doesn't play golf) He shows one of his clubs. 

"What kind do you use?" he asks Mark. 

"Oh, I like a C90," he answers," but I only get to use 
a CO seen 


MAY 26 #120 


Jo-Anne Docker, Jinine McClean, Russ MaKay and I have 
just become convicts in a penatentiary. The scene starts 
with Lisa Thorson and I talking to one of the guards... 

She loves me, and is giving the guard proof that she is 
to marry me, so she can live in the prison withg me. Fin- 
aly the guard accepts her explanation that she is legaly 
entitle@ to live here now, and lets her in. 

This is some prison! 

Then there's a few fragments I can recall... 

Lisa and I live in our own room together. She comments 
that since Russ is the only other guy, some of the girls 
might try to get me; I say its alright.... 

One day I'm necking with Jo-Anne, and Lisa arrives. Jo- 
Anne leaves, and I take Lisa in my arms--she is sad that i 
didn't resist temtation... 

-transition... 

a large group of us people from the prison are walk- 
ing up the street to go pubbing. We enter the pub and every- 
one starts to order drinks. I see the girls already there. 
So I go to get us some beer. But first I gotta read the 
signs on the side wall to find out the price. 

The signs are completely unintelligable! To me anyways, 
though no-one else has trouble. They're all leaving now, 
and I'm still here working up a sweat trying to figure out 
what the signs mean! It's really crazy.... 


ee 2 e 


MAY 29 #12 

This time I could only recall a few fragments; here's 
a couple: 

1. 


Kevin Kidd, my cousin, and I are at a small rock concert, 
back stage. The manager, who we know, goes out and announ- 
ces:" And now, for thier first time on stage, Stephen Bowl- 
sby and Kevin Kiddt" 

He comes back to us. We were totally unprepared for this. 

"Hey, you know I can't play anything!" I tell him. 

"Don't werry, you'll do fine..." 


2. #iae 


I'm going into a pool with a bunch of guys. Another guy 
comes in, wanting to swim with us. We tell him it's okay 
if he knows how to swim. 

"Oh, yeah, I can swim..." he says,” but where do I put 
the life-line?" With him, he draggs a long blue rope. 

--life-line?-- 

He seems to need it for swimming. Under the water, 
built into the side, is a small compartment containing a 
toilet. I learn that that is where a life-line goes.... Oh, 


yeah? 


MAY 20 #123 


This one was quite a long one. 

I'm walking down the sidewalk, downtown Vancouver, to- 
wards a specific destination. 4 big tough guy aproaches, 
and deliberately bumps into me, forcing an "Aaugh!" from 
my lunes. Then I continue on. 

I enter a garage. Inside it is now a steréo shop, where 
Chris Hook works. I have come here to pick up some milk 
to keep for him, 'cause he has nowhere to keep it cold. 

He hands me a case--like a tuba case--of milk, and I 
leave...Mom and Scott are leaving with me; Scott wining 
and fussing-- so I put my hand over his mouth to shut him 
up. Because of this, Mom starts a violent argument with 
me. Then finaly I get sick of the stupidity of it, yell 
"Fuck off!", and stamp up the other side of the street; a 
steep hill. 

As I walk up, I hear two csuys walking a block behind 
talking: "Wow! Just like on T.V. or something!" 

eeeMany blocks later I arrive at a house where people 
are auditioning for a play or movie. There is an idea here 
that I am to have a part in it. 

Among the actors are David Niven(!), and a beautiful 
girl with her boyfriend(?). I recognize her to be a movie 
actress. I seem to recall the movie we are to do. 

"This is the one with Eliot Gould isn't it?" I ask her. 
¥es," 

"It's called the....Nutcracker?" 

"No," 

"Oh, yeah I remember now; it's the ." (I cannot now 
recall the name, hence the ' Saf 

We are in the doorway, and I put my arm around her as 
everyone is talking, holding her against me. She doesn't 
resist. I can feel her breasts against me; breathing in 
and out swiftly. I feel also my own breathing- very slow. 

Now we are at a table, my arm still around her, with 
her sister, looking at drawings(?) on the table. The first 
rehearsal is to be after dinner. 

The girl leaves. 

So does David Niven. Here there is the idea that I was 
supposed to eat at his house because I live so far away. 

As he leaves, I call out the door," Hey, don't forget--" 

"Oh shut-up." he returns, walking off.... 

Now I'm in the house nearby where I had been sleeping(??) 
and I walk into the kitchen. The wife and her kids are g 
there around the table, preparing to eat. There seems to 
be an extra place. I stand, silently, waiting for her to 
notice me. Finaly she does. 

"What do you want?" she says. 

"Can I eat here?" 

"No, there's too many people already." 

So I depart. I have to go home, then return after din- 
ner for the rehearsal. But I can't tell Dad I'm acting 
(he is against acting, prohibiting me from it because "All 


actors are homo-sexual.") 4nd it would be too late on a 
school-night. 


abs 

I'm playing hackev on a rink, on a team, and with- 
out a stick-- 

I use my scateg to hit the puck. 

Then some guy falls on me, and vells a word which means 
I've just got a penulty, forfeiting some points from our 
tealits score. 

Sitting on the bench I ask him,"Why?" 

"That's what you get when gugs from one team pile on 
a guy from the other team,” 

"But there was only one guy, you, piling on me; and be- 
sides, I think your team should zet the penalty fot that." 
"Oh, shit, that's right!" he realises, "If's us that 

gets the penalty!" 

The score is changed back... 


#145 


I'm talking to Mom as she is ironing. She is telling 
me about a girl she read about who made a machine, con- 
cealed in her basement, which makes marajuana. 4nd also 
that scientists have found that the stuff in a joint that 
makes you high is actually the special salive from the back 
of your mouth, from when you lick the foint... 


JUNE 6 #12 


I enter the main hall at school, from the cafeteria, to 
see that a car has crashed there. Lying there mangled and 
smaldering; I wonder how it got inside the school. 

Then I notice there are pieces of hard-boiled eggs ly- 
ing all around it, 

I go upstairs, where I am bambarded by pieces of flying 
egg. Everyone is throwing it around at each other, and I 
am caught in the middle. It stings, like a sand storm, so 
I depart to a room where magazines and books are piled on 
a table. 

I read one of the magazines, full of pornographic pic- 
tures, and look at a few science fiction books. 

Then Barry Willimont sneaks up and wrapssmy head in-a 
blanket. I begin to suficate, and call out--my voice very 
high-pitched. He removes it. 

"Why'd you do that?" I ask. 

"Because the differentional parametric field was invers- 
ly rejectionized to the quadradic dianachronolagic meta- 
tri-hypers2l effect of....(or something equaly confusing)" 

"No, thats wrong." I say. 

"Do you know what that means?" he returns. 

Wn O. WY 

"Then how do you know it's wrong?" 


JUNE 13 #IX 


I'm walking to schéol down the back lane. Itts very hot, 
I have no shirt on, and I am excersising with a pair of 
small barbells as I walk... 

I get near thesschool (it looks like a church), and there 
ig snow blanketing the ground. A lot of people are around 
Fairley Murray, the only one I recognize...I throw something 
to her(?). 

Then I decide I gotta get rid of these stupid barbells. 
Somehow I get up on the roof-- my napsack is there, and 
I leave the barbells there beside it. Then I go in a lit- 
tle door up there... 


#\28 


There Is a large crowd gathered around a truck. In the 
truck are some martians(?). A man--or me;:I'm not sure 
whether I am observing someone elses actiond, or I'm doing 
it myself-- is trying to convince the crowd tha& there is 
a Martian in there. (Let's say it's me...) The people 
don't believe me, and so I am arrested... 


ere 


-transition... 

I and some others are being escorted into the 
penetentiary. There is an idea here that there is a 
"secret-Pidge" on the wall, for escaping(?). There are 
prisoners running along the top of the huge wall which 
surrounds the prison. This is the secret wall? 

The mament we enter we become part of an inmates foot- 
ball game. I'm busy blocking a pass of the other team, 
some of which are lined up on the wall. Then we pause... 

Everyone sits. I le in the tall grass, unfocussed 
where it's close to my face, like a shot with a camera. 
Pat Kuzyk is there too. We wait for the next play. 

Suddenly Pat has an insight:"I know why you're lying 
around. It's not football tactics, it's 'cause you are 
all bored!" 

An attendent enters. We bath speak simaltaineously: 


ME: ATTENDENT: 
"A person usualy does tend "You do get bored in a 
to become bored in a pene- prisons..." 


tentiary..." 


eeeeThen I see an old shabby piano. I start to play. 
One guy comments to the attendent, "He can't play." 
"Hey," I ask,"Would you let me play all the time to 
the inmates. I could get a lot of practice while I'm here." 


JUNE 24 #124 


This is the ending of a longer dreim; 

It is the last day of Grade 10. I'm in the cafeteria 
with a metal hash-pipe(?). What I am saying or doing is 
too vague. I get up to leave. Pat Johnson is bent way over, 
her ass sticking up beside me, the short skirt concealing 
nothing. As I pass, I poke her there with the pipe. 

Now I'm trying to find my locker-- in vain. Since it 
is the last day, everyone has put orange stickers over the 
locker numbers. I search all over, trying to find what 
happened to my locker. 

Then I fing a tiny door about fit for a two foot midgit, 
and somehow manage to zet through it to the room beyond, 

It is a woodwork room. A teacher is presiding over a 
thoroughly boared class, all sitting waiting to get out. 

A girl comes in saying how sad she is that school is 
ending. "Yechh, school!" I say. 

"That was a mistake to say that kid," says tha teacher, 
"Wait till I get you next year." Then I leave and fly a- 
eross the grounds into a tree. Then I fly down and rest 
in a bush where a wasp nearly stings me.... 


JUNE 25 #130 


I woke up several times, remembering a dream, but now 
my recall is fragmentary and unordered; 


I'm in a private boarding school again, hating the idea. 

In a few minutes we all have to sing in a choir for 
someone who is visiting the school. There are a few things 
going on that are to vegue to recall... 

I'm sitting in a room with some other guys. There is a 
girl (one from my acting class) sitting on a couch. She 
always comes around from the group of 'civilian' kids that 
hang around near here. 

Then I decide: I'M LEAVING! 

eeei?m in my room, and there is a man with me, a spy who 
is my ally. He has aranged at my request, to secrtly get 
me out of here. A plane is coming to pick me up. I've got 
only a few minutes. He is looking at a watch, telling me 
when it will be here. 

"Three minutes." he says. 

I gotta take as much as I can quickly. SolI grab a few 
things; clothes, some books, my playboy magazine... 

"Oe minute." he says...e. 

-transition-.. 

I'm walking along Oak and 4lst, which is near 
my house. Well, I got home. 

I see Jo-Anne Docker walking towards me on the other 
side of the street. She is wearing a fantastically sexy 
mini=dress or hot-pants outfit. As I watch her, it be- 
comes smaller, completely disapearing in the back, show- 
ing her bare buttocks...I see also Peter Wolochow walk- 
ing down the street. He doesn't seem to realize that I 
have just escaped from the boarding school; but of course 
he is preoccupied watching Jo“Anne.... 


#3 


I am walking down the back lane to my house with a 
group of beautiful girls who I just meb, because they 
are going my way. We are introducing ourselves. The 
idea is that I have just come from a private school, or 
else they have; I can't remember. Anyway, we are all 
going to be coming this way from now on every day. They 
are very nice, and I think this may be a great chance to 
get to know them, and make it with a couple of them. I 
talk about something to one of them, and in reply she says 
"So you are practicine to seduce me already, eh?" or 
something like that. 

Then we separate, to meet again tomorrow. 


— 


#I3% 


I'm in some kind of tent with @ean Monterey. Some- 
thing is going on outside, but I dont know what. Him and 
I have arranged to go camping. He has just brought 2 car- 
ton af milk we need. I look inside it. 

The catton is empty except for a comprtment at the 
bottom which contains sugar. Hey whats going on? This is 
supposed to be milk. 

I show Dean; he doesn't understand either. 

Then he approaches Glenda Williams, acting very strange, 
and kisses her. 


#133 


This is very vague, and I don't know why I'm even recor- 
ding it. 

Something is going on in school. I see my creepy, suck- 
hole little brother and point him out to some of my friends 
who I am with. They snicker at him, astthey usually do in 
reality. Then something else happens, and a croud gathers. 
My brother is the center of attraction, for he is getting 
beaten up. Everyone stands around laughing, so I strole 
over to see the excitement myself. 

The rest I can't recall. 


#I34 


I'm to be in a play. Everyone is gathering in a large 
room for the first rehearsal. Among them Laura Dunner, 
Lynda Rostien, Jeff Claman, and about twenty athers I can 
not remember. In reality Lynda has fairly short, black 
hair. I see her now, and she has long hair all the way 
down her back. 

"How did you do that?" I ask, surprised . 

The idea is that she has always had long hair, but made 
it look short before. I was the only one who didn't know 
this. 

Then we start reading from a script, standing around 
a pulpit where the director is. One guy, who is to be a 
walrus(??), reads his lines with a mixed German-Walrus 
accent. Peosle laugh at this. Then one guy arrives late, 
asking what's so funny. 

I say,"He was reading like this--" and read the same 
lines in a German accent,, to show the guy. And I read it 


even better than the former reader... everyone listens to 
me closely... 


JURE 27 #138 


I think the reason that I have béen able to recall more 
dreams that usual in this and. the preceéding day, is the 
fact that it is the Summer Holidays now, and I have a mueh 
longer time to sleep. I periodicaly wake and fall asleep 
again several times between 8:00 and 10:00; each time re- 
membering a dream. I think this is because I haven't ad- 
justed to the later waking time.yet. 


I am walking down the lane, and & see my cousin Geoff 
Bowlsby (who I haven't seen forr3$ yrs.) walking past, 
coming from a large group of people gathered up ahead. 

He looks very upset. 

I aproach the group. It seems to be some kind of minor 
riot. There's been a fight, and it hasn't quite subsided. 
But there is someone in controle, suppressing the trouble- 
makers of the group: Dr. Wolochow, our neighbour and fami- 
ly doctor. 

One guy attacks someone, and Dr. Wolochow grabs him and 
slugs him square in the face. He falls to the ground, 
groaning and bloody. 

Then another guy causes trouble. The doctor grabs him 
by hand and foot and throws him into a large swimming pool, 
which I notice for the first time. 

4 red haired guy is standing near me. He seems to be 
a very jovial person. Then suddenly he darts forward to- 
wards another zuy, smashing him a hard blow with both 
hands clenched tozether. Before Dr. Wolochow can reach 
him he jumps into the pool himself, laughing. No-one 
seems mad ab him because he is such a happy guy. 

Everyone stands around waiting for what will happen 
next. One guy makes threaténing gestures at Dr. W. 

The doctor gestures back like: 'come on, I'll take you 
S21 Ofte xs 

-transition... 

We are in the same itea, with even more 
people--girls included. The idea is that there is a 
school class starting now, and us guys who were here be- 
fore should leave. There are desks around. I am sitting 
on the lap af a voluptuous grade 12 girl, talking to her 
and Lisa Thorsen. A teacher is reading a roll-call. 

Then I leave, going down some stairs... 

I end up in the cafeteria, talking to Mike Tait. 


HAS 


.eethe first part is blank. I amin a cafeteria. There 
are a lot of people around. I'm talking to a group of girls, 
an@ Frances Fraser(Ahhh!) comes along and talks with them, 
Then they leave. She strikes up a conversation with me, 


flirting a little. We talk about trivial things. She 
asks how my animated film is coming along( I am currently 
working on it). And there is some idea about skiing. I 
ask her if she skis a lot. She says she does 211 the 
time. 

Then she is supposed to leave, but she stays talking. 
It is vague now... 

I say that she might as well go to lunch, so she walks 
off. I walk down the hall behind her till I catch up... 

...she is going to lunch in a train(?) with a lot of 
people. I am talking to Mike Lando who will be eating 
there also, and he invites me to come along, but for some 
reason I décide not to.... 

-transition... 

I'm outside the train station(?), under a tree, 

and this deaf cuy comes along and talks to me, reading 
my lips... 


#137 


This one is vague. 

e-el go to the front of a house, and find a grey wig. 
Then I find another wig--blonde. I go around the side of 
the house where a beautiful girl comes out and talks to 
me about...1 forget. 

Then there is the idea thet I must get some woot for 
my motorcycle(?)... So I find myself going into a door, 
where I'm not supposed to be, and into a room: the wood- 
work room at school. I go through it, while a man stares 
at me, and into the ajoining electronics room. It is 
filled with piles of wood. 

Mr, Bolton the electronics teacher is there. Ee be- 
comes displeased with me because I had just come in the 
door I wasn't supposed to, and that action will make it 
easy for vandals to enter(?). But I tell him I have to 
get some wood... 

Somehow I get outside, where people are eating at a 
long table. Laura Dunner is sitting there, and I pass 
between her and the table, instead of going around her. 
At the same time I get the idea that she is in love with 
me. 

I geab a handful of lettuce from a bowl. I decide that 
I can use it as a substitute for the wood.... 


#138 


I and some others from my school are visting another 
school. We are sittine in in thier class. 

Monica Thompson(who in reality usei to like me before 
I left the school she was in), an% extremely beautiful 
chick, iis in this class... 


Something is going on which I ean not remember now, 
and Monica asks to see the class pictures of our old 
elementary school. I find a whole pile of photos, 
sort them out to find the class ones, and give them to 
NPs «s 

She is flirting with everyone. I sit in a desk be- 
hind her while she necks with Mike Tait. She fools 
around with Barry Wilmont too. 

Ignoring me. 

So I go over to Laura Dunner, sit beside her, and 
slip my arms around her, grabbing her breasts. She starts 
undoing my pants, then picks up her ruler, regarding it. | 

"Nope, it's not time yet."she says. SoI go back 
and sit behind Monica. 

Barry Wilmont grabs her by the legs, lifting them in- 
to the air so that her skirt ‘alls down, revealing her 
underwear. Then he puts them down and they both laugh. 

She continues flirtinz with the guys, while I sit 
smoldering becaude I'm left out... 

-transition... 

Mike, Barry, me, and another guy are in a room, 
getting off a bunkbed...very vague now...they seem to be 
acting superior to me. Possibly because they were flirting 
with Monica and I wasn't. 

We are doing something ...I find one of my shoes and 
put it on. Then I find the other one-- but it is not mine; 
it belings to a little negro girl who lives nearby,and 
will be arriving soon. 

Then Barry aproaches with a glass of water. It looks 
to me like he is going to pour it on my head. 

"Hey, look Barry...come on! Cut it out! I didn't do 
anythi--" 

"I just want you to put your gum in here." he says. 

LL) 0 Wey 

Relieved, I realize that I am chewing gum. He has been 
passins around the glass for everyone of us to put our gum 
in, i do so. 

We are all busy doing something which we have planned, 
but I don't know what. 

The room where we are staying is rather dark. One guy 
is doing something in a sink at the ather side of the 
room. Then I hear a voice coming from the stairway. I 
recognize it as Jeff Claman. 

Then I woke up. 


